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Cantor Sues Lettuce, Diet Coke 


Cantor To Sue E3W 

George Cantor, fresh off of suing loft mak¬ 
ers, has expanded his ever-widening web 
of lawsuits against anything conceivably 
responsible for the death of his daughter 
Courtney. This time his targets are 
lettuce and Diet Coke, products 
which he claims made his daughter 
thin enough to fit through the narrow 
Markley windows. 

The lawsuits follow extensive test¬ 
ing of the falling-through-window 
phenomenon. “We could easily kill 
Calista Flockhart by shoving her out 
a window several times a minute once 
our relay team worked the bugs out,” 
says Fitting-Things-Through-Win- 
dow project leader Carl Lewis. “Un¬ 
fortunately, killing Rosie O’Donnell 
turned out to be completely impos¬ 
sible via this method.” 

All was not lost, however, as 
Lewis had the presence of mind to strangle 
O’Donnell after the first experiment failed. 

Following the dramatic discovery that 
thin people fit through things better, Can¬ 
tor immediately sued lettuce, a low-calo¬ 
rie vegetable, and Diet Coke, a no-calorie 


beverage. Both products are effectively 
used by sorority girls nationwide to remain 
dangerously slender. 

“There are no warning labels on either 
product,” said Cantor. “How reckless are 
these monstrous companies? The public 


must know that being thin could cause you 
to fall out of a tiny window after losing 
balance on your loft if you have been drink¬ 
ing GHB-laced beer at a frat party. These 
things aren’t just freak accidents!” 

Many in the University community have 


criticized Cantor’s lawsuits as frivolous, 
but he staunchly defends his actions. “I’ve 
lost my daughter, and to honor her memory 
I plan to take several million dollars from 
various innocent people and retire in Ta¬ 
hiti,” he said. “It’s what she would have 
wanted.” 

Several people who saw Courtney 
in her final hours disagree, however. 
“Dude, I think she wanted another 
beer, actually,” said Sigma Iota 
Kappa member Robert Quince. 

More practical people have yet 
another theory. “I think she probably 
wanted to not fall out of a window 
and die,” said Engineering sopho¬ 
more Chris Yang. “I mean, duh.” 

Nevertheless, Cantor is not done 
suing. “Oh, I’ve got another two or 
three dozen organizations, compa¬ 
nies, and individuals I blame for my 
daughters death that I plan to bring 
frivolous lawsuits against,” he said. 
“The only problem is I can’t find a lawyer 
crazy enough to take the cases. Maybe that 
Fieger guy is still around.” 

Psychologists say that Cantor is exhib- 

See CANTOR, 
page 6 



An artist's rendition of the stirring courtroom 
activity yesterday afternoon. 
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BOGOTA, COLOMBIA - Colombian 
politician Juan Gomez, a seemingly happy 
man, won the presidency of his country last 
night by a mere 10,000 votes. By winning 
the tightest race in the South American 
country’s history, Gomez will also be hon¬ 
ored as the first president of Columbia to 
be assassinated in the new millennium. 

Colombia has been embroiled in a 35- 
year-old near civil war, with leftist rebels 
and drug dealers generally interfering with 
or blowing up the “elected” government. 
Gomez, representing the All Peoples Party 
(PPA), narrowly defeated Rafael Llano of 
the ‘Drug Party’ (PD). Ivan Rios, com¬ 
mander of the Marxists rebels from the 
Revolutionary Armed Forces of Colombia 
(FARC), finished a distant third. 

“I am so excited,” stated Gomez, a 35- 
year old father of three soon-to-be-orphans, 
from his campaign headquarters. “I knew 
I fought a good fight, but I’m still in shock.” 
The news of his victory puts an end to the 
general hullabaloo that resulted from the 
stabbing death of Colombia’s last president, 
Stephen Ricardo, two months previous. 


Gomez won the election with his 
staunch “no judge killing” and “no home¬ 
less children killing” policies, which most 
of the country supported. “Killing the 
judges and little children addicted to glue 
is wrong,” stated Nike employee and 
mother of fourteen Maria Consuela, a 
Gomez supporter. “Unless it’s my glue, of 
course.” 

Llano, Gomez’s closest competitor, ap¬ 


pealed to tradition with his “kill-the-peas- 
ants-and-invest-the-nations-wealth-into- 
cocaine-technology” policy, but lost favor 
with many of the more progressive con¬ 
stituents who no longer wanted to be shot 
in the head. However, his “dig up the guy 
who scored an own goal against the Ameri¬ 
cans and shoot him again” campaign prom¬ 
ise was wildly popular and gave him a 
slight lead going into the final week. 

However, three days before Election 
Day, Llano was seen on the street gunning 
down three elected officials and one 89- 
year-old nun, which many think took the 
presidency out of his hands. “I guess it’s 
bad,” stated Llano on Sunday morning’s 
Face the Nation. “Whatever. It don’t mat¬ 
ter none. We coming for you, Gomez! We 
own you!” 

Gomez, although weary, is excited 
about his new position. “I can’t wait to 
enter the government and futilely try to end 
the reign of terror imposed by the drug car- 

See COLOMBIA, 
page 6 
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Native Americans Await Support from 

Pat Buchanan 

Anti-Immigration Candidate "Should be Calling Any Minute," Say Tribal Elders 


PINE RIDGE, SD—American Indian leaders from across 
the continent are eagerly awaiting a pronouncement of sup¬ 
port from Presidential Reform Party candidate Pat 
Buchanan, a strong opponent of immigration and defender 
of Americans’ rights. 

Though Buchanan has not met 
with any Native American leaders in 
his campaign, or formally recognized 
their existence, many indigenous 
people are sure that their own long 
history of anti-immigration politics 
and activism should place the two 
parties in the same camp. 

“Our people have been unabash¬ 
edly and unashamedly opposed to 
immigration for the past 508 years, 
long before it was politically incor¬ 
rect or politically expedient,” says 
Ramona Dove, spokeswoman for the 
Navajo Nation Pine Ridge Indian 
Reservation. “Many of our peoples 
fought long and hard, often sacrific¬ 
ing their lives, for this goal. And were 
they alive today, I am sure that they would be Buchanan 
supporters through and through.” 

The citizens of Pine Ridge Reservation have held nu¬ 
merous rallies in support of Buchanan, some of which saw 
nearly 3,000 poor, unemployed Indians in attendance. 
Buchanan has been invited to attend every rally, but has 
been unable to respond. 


[Editor's Note: This is highly unusual, but this article is, 
um, special. As you read it, remember that this is a satire 
paper and that we often mean the exact opposite of what 
we say. Like Jonathan Swift or something. Here's a hint: 
you shouldn't get really mad at this article unless you're a 
Republican.] 

MANCHESTER, NH—Amid all of the press, political 
insiders, and interested citizens at last 
week’s first debate between the major 
Republican Presidential nominees, one 
didn’t have to look close to see that some¬ 
thing wasn’t right. Standing alongside le¬ 
gitimate candidates such as George W. 

Bush, Steve Forbes, and John McCain, 
was Alan Keyes, a former Reagan Ad¬ 
ministration diplomat, Christian conser¬ 
vative, and black man. 

Yes, black. 

But this black man isn’t content to run 
the soundboard for the debate or be in 
charge of security. That’s because Keyes, 

49, is making a run for President in 2000. 

Yes, that’s right. He’s black. 

As if this wasn’t enough to outrage Republicans and 
Democrats alike, Keyes has actually run for President be¬ 
fore, in 1996, and has twice been the Republican nominee 
to the US Senate for the state of Maryland. Furthermore, 
Keyes, openly black, claims to represent a platform of 


“We’re sure that he’ll give us a ring as soon as he gets 
around to it. He’s probably very busy with his campaign 
right now,” says Sun Bear, a 103-year-old elder of the 
Blackfeet Nation who has been an immigration opponent 
for more than 80 years. “I fought the 
white man for my land. I fought the 
white man for my freedom. And 
now, Pat Buchanan and our people 
are going to fight the white man to¬ 
gether, to return this nation to its 
rightful owners.” 

Added Sun Bear: “Did you hear 
the phone? That might be him.” 

Buchanan supports the immedi¬ 
ate halting of illegal immigration by 
securing borders and strengthening 
internal enforcement, as well as a na¬ 
tional campaign of assimilation to 
teach newly adopted Americans our 
culture, history, traditions, and lan¬ 
guage. He has claimed in the past 
that immigrants bring with them 
crime and disease, take away Ameri¬ 
can jobs, and destroy the cultural fabric of the nation. 
Native American politicians agree, adding that immigrants 
have also been known to steal land, introduce disease both 
accidentally and intentionally, rape women, slaughter chil¬ 
dren, enslave tribes, and force relocation. 

Buchanan could not be reached for comment. 


staunch conservatism both economically and morally. He 
opposes abortion, euthanasia, and supports the United 
States’s refusal to pay United Nations dues. He hopes to 
win massive support from the “moral majority,” who are 
sick of both big government and a lack of Christian 
morals. 

And what do Republicans think about this? 

“Just who does he think he is?” asks Stella Carnwright, 
a housewife and mother of four from New 
Hampshire who came to see the debates. 
“Doesn’t he know he’s black?” 

Many Republican voters are afraid of 
what this black man might bring to the 
White House. Fears of increased affirma¬ 
tive action programs, welfare expendi¬ 
tures, and crack-cocaine use are common. 
According to Rudolph D’Angelo, a small- 
business owner from Delaware, “It just 
doesn’t reflect well on the dignity of the 
office. After the Clinton scandal, this na¬ 
tion needs time to heal. We’re not ready 
for a black President right now.” 

Added D’Angelo: “Perhaps if there 
were a black in Congress or the Supreme 

Court first?” 

Other Republicans are not so friendly to Keyes’s black¬ 
ness. Andrew Thomson, a steelworker from Pennsylva- 

See KEYES, 
page 6 


McCain, Bradley Confuse Voters With So- 
Called 'Honesty', 'Issues' 

Voters around the country, long accustomed to choos¬ 
ing the lesser of two evils, are increasingly confused this 
political season as it becomes clear that some of the can¬ 
didates actually have redeeming qualities. 

Republican John McCain and Democrat Bill Bradley, 
while obviously far from perfect, have both thrown 
monkeywrenches into the political process with their far¬ 
fetched concepts of “honesty” and “decency”. Both have 
pledged not to run negative advertising and to stick to 
issues that matter. 

Some citizens are dismayed by the news. “How can I 
decide on who to vote for if there is no lying?” asked 
Seattle banker Amit Shaw. “The dastardly foreigners will 
pounce upon our uncrafty rube-goon of a president and 
exploit our natural resources, television programming, and 
underage teen models faster than you can say ‘uncrafty 
rube-goon’.” 

Certain political analysts are equally wary. “Every four 
years we elect the country’s best liar to confuse the rest of 
the world into following our lead,” said pundit Steven 
McCarty. “These honest men are a threat to our way of 
life.” 

Even voters who are not frightened by the prospects of 
a poor liar in the White House admit that they are a bit 
unsure of what effect these new “positive qualities” will 
have on their vote. 

“Normally I just vote for the least repulsive candidate,” 
said Des Moines, Iowa housewife Joan Sypker, “but this 
year I have a funny feeling. It’s like there may actually be 
something to vote for instead of against. I don’t know 
how to handle it.” 
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CAMPUS NEWS 


Bollinger Listens to Mass Outcry, Relocates 
Halo to Angell Hall 

In a shocking development yesterday, President 
Bollinger announced that much-reviled Michigan Stadium 
halo would be re-erected around Angell Hall after it is 
removed. 

Bollinger acknowledged that his decision may be con¬ 
troversial, but claimed that a “higher power commanded 
it.” That higher power is apparently Bollinger’s mom. 

“We spent hundreds of thousands of dollars on it,” clari¬ 
fied Bollinger. “We can’t just throw it away. Mom says 
so.” 

Bollinger’s mom, who held her son’s ear in an appar¬ 
ently painful manner throughout his speech, fully sup¬ 
ported the controversial decision. “There are universities 
in China that would kill for a tacky halo like that,” she 
said. “If you don’t put it back up, Lee, so help me I’ll tan 
your hide.” 

“But Mom,” whined Bollinger, but his mother re¬ 
sponded, “No buts, young man,” effectively ending all 
debate on the subject. 

In any case, reaction to the decision has been decid¬ 
edly negative. Superstar professor Ralph Williams was 
distraught. “Rubric one: the halo sucks, eh? Yea or nay? 
Yea or nay?” he asked. He continued on for several dozen 
additional rubrics, but only covered six before presstime. 

Even though a chorus of other voices has joined Will¬ 
iams’ in protest, Bollinger says there is nothing he can do. 
“Look, my mom said I can’t do any more construction 
until I put the halo somewhere,” he said. “She’s already 
grounded me because of declining minority enrollment, 
so you know she’s serious.” 

Students Still Naively Looking For Housing 

Despite repeated warnings from friends, acquaintan¬ 
ces, professors, and a tribe of homeless psychology 
students living on the Diag, several West Quad residents 
planning on moving into a house have still not signed a 
lease. 

“I told them that they needed to sign by Thanksgiv¬ 
ing or they’d be living in the Yucatan,” said LS&A 
junior Anne Benton, a friend of the group. “But they 
didn’t listen.” Benton then made an audible “tsk” sound 
and shook her head patronizingly. 

Sure enough, once the group of foolish students 
began searching for a house in late December there was 
little available. “I called a couple places and they said 
we could either live in Chiapas, Alberta, or North 
Campus,” said LS&A sophomore David Kresser. “We 
were bummed. I mean, North Campus? That’s far 
away.” 

Some students have been caught by the ever increas¬ 
ing housing crunch. Tribes of nomadic student-hunts¬ 
men have been roaming the grassy areas of campus with 
alarming frequency this year; some students have even 
taken to dressing in black and flying around campus 
pooping on sidewalks. 

“We homeless students must band together in groups 
for protection,” said half-crow, half-man LS&A junior 
Jason Daniels. “CAW! CAW!” 

The soon-to-be homeless West Quad residents are 
already preparing for the worst. “We’ve talked it over, 
and we’re going to live in the sewers, taming alligators 
and rescuing flushed pets. It won’t be easy, but it’ll be 
easier than finding an apartment.” 


- Campus News 

SWE Creates Perpetual Emotion Machine: 

"It Never Stops Talking About Its Damn Feelings!" Say 

Frustrated Males 


Much to the chagrin of heterosexual men with reasonable 
intelligence, the University of Michigan’s Society of 
Women Engineers (SWE) has perfected of their latest dia¬ 
bolical creation: the long-sought “perpetual emotion” 
machine. 

“Men have lived in constant fear of the emotional 
stranglehold women have upon them,” stated a violently 
excited Consuela Orojo, the project 
leader of Never Stop Crying. 

“Thankfully, this stranglehold has 
tightened somewhat.” 

“The creation of the perpetual 
emotional machine will allow 
women to be mercurial, boiling pots 
of violent emotion and unreason 
twenty four hours a day, seven days 
a week,” Orojo continued. “This 
machine will allow all women to 
prey on the weakness of men and 
use our sad faces, pouty expres¬ 
sions, instant tears ALL THE TIME 
to our advantage.” 

Men have greeted the news with 
apprehension. “Oh shit,” com¬ 
mented LSA Philosophy major 
Koho Easton. “Just yesterday my 
girlfriend and I were arguing over 
what to watch, Ally McBeal or the 
hockey game, and she batted her 
eyes and started talking about our relationship and got all 
sniffly. So, I just gave her the remote just to shut her up 
cause I can’t stand it when she cries. Now you’re telling 
me she’ll be able to do this ALL the time, without ever 
tiring or seeking energy replenishment? Where’s my but¬ 
terfly knife?” 

The masculine scientific community was stunned at the 
release of the news. “Perpetual emotion was once thought 


to be impossible, like splitting an atom or teaching a 
woman how to drive a car,” said University physicist Roger 
Evans. “It seems to be in direct violation of the first law of 
Hormonodynamics. Apparently the SWE has used their 
feminine wiles to alter the fundamental nature of the uni¬ 
verse yet again.” 

“A woman’s expression of her emotion is totally nor¬ 
mal but at some point, she would 
have to rest by logical reasoning, 
sleeping, or watching Oprah,” 
stated Dr. Joffa Bauer, a profes¬ 
sor of Women’s Studies at Antioch 
College. “However the contrap¬ 
tion created by these women will 
allow them to be totally irrational 
all the time. It’ll be like every 
woman on the planet will have 
PMS every ... day.. .for the rest of 
her life .” 

Indeed, the future does not 
look good for brothers, husbands, 
fathers and boyfriends. “Death... 
sweet, sweet death, beckon me,” 
said Easton. 

However, not everyone has 
cursed the news. Organizations 
like florists, confectioneries, long 
distance phone carriers, and ice¬ 
cream manufacturers that funded 
the project were overwhelmed with joy. “This is the smart¬ 
est thing we’ve done since going fiber-optic,” AT&T di¬ 
rector of research and development Arthur Anderson ec¬ 
statically squealed. “Think about it, women who are emo¬ 
tionally wired up ALL THE TIME - after every little thing 
they’re going to call their moms, sisters, best friends, and 
homosexual companions. We’ll all be rich! Rich I say!” 



SWE Members demonstrate the powers 
of their Perpetual Emotion Device 


Awkward Pause At Doorstep Ruins Goodnight Kiss 


An awkward pause following a lovely evening out ru¬ 
ined a goodnight kiss on the Hill late last week. 

“It seemed like a nice evening,” said LSA sophomore 
Laura Kiley after her Friday night date with LSA fresh¬ 
man Pablo Wilson. “I mean, we had fun. We met over at 
Pinball Pete’s, played some mini-pool and skee-ball, went 
swing-dancing over at the Union, got a late-night snack at 
Pizza House, and then he walked me home.” She added, 
“He’s so cute and funny, I really had a lot of fun.” 

However, things quickly turned sour. After walking 
her to the Markley main door the conversation quickly 
turned from the topic of the expense of Pizza House to 
idle chitchat then nothing. 

“I don’t know what happened,” recalled Wilson, “I 
mean I’ve done this a thousand times. All of a sudden the 
conversation just stopped and then she just kinda smiled 
blankly and I started shuffling my feet. Its like I ran out of 
stuff to say.” 

“It did seem weird,” dating veteran Kiley stated. “We 
had a great time, and then he offers me his jacket and he 
walks me home, pointing out constellations and telling 
me about all of these wonderful composers and operas 
and stuff. It was so cool, it was like it was out of a 


storybook.” 

Despite tilting her head, slightly pursing her lips, and 
playing with her hair, Wilson failed to recognize any of 
the classic signals being sent to him to kiss her and did 
nothing. When asked why she didn’t kiss him, she re¬ 
sponded, “I didn’t want to seem easy and kiss him, I wanted 
him to make the first move.” 

“I really wanted to kiss her,” stated Wilson the morn¬ 
ing after in a telephone interview. “Its just that normally I 
have like a little intro/joke that leads to the kiss, and that 
requires a pre-existing conversation. I couldn’t just bring 
the kiss up from nothing. So I thought I’d just go for it 
and took a step forward, but I stepped on her foot! I feel 
so stupid. She probably thinks I’m a jerk or something.” 

After a toe-stepping incident, a few more excruciat¬ 
ingly silent awkward moments passed with considerable 
head-bobbing, feet-scuffling, and “umm”ing took place. 
Wilson broke the utter stillness and said that he had a fun 
time and would see Kiley around and patted her on the 
shoulder. She murmured in agreement and the two parted 
without any meaningful physical farewell or planned next 
outing. 
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Turn This Game Off Now 


No. Stop. I’m serious. Dammit, what is wrong with you? Look, do 
you realize that every day for the past week you’ve come right home, 
turned on the Nintendo, and just sat there, staring 
at me? . 

It’s pretty fucking creepy. I mean, what the hell I didn t want to kill the 

is wrong with you? I swear, it’s not like you’re OCtoroks. I love OCtoroks.” 
even playing. You just sit there. Oh, sure, every 
once in a while you’ll go into the old man’s cave 
and attack him until the fires start shooting at you, but that’s it. 

What do you have against that old man anyway? You can’t kill 
him, you know. God knows I’ve tried. God knows. 

I mean, I’ve tried... and tried... and TRIED! But he won’t die! 

He won’t leave me alone! He’s always like “more rupees, Link, no, 
bring me the map, Link! No, Link, I won’t divorce your mother and 
stop beating you every day!” Always! 

You don’t know how it is! You couldn’t know! I mean, I’ve al¬ 
ready got enough on my mind as it is with this whole princess thing. 

And I can’t kill him. Not with even with the Master Sword. Not 
even with the Red Ring. I’ve shot him, boomeranged him, bombed 
him, flamed him... all of it for nothing. He... he just sits there. 

Laughing. I can hear him laughing. 

It’s all his fault! I didn’t want to kill the octoroks. I love octoroks! 


By Link 

They’re always so cute and spitty at you. But I just get so... so 
mad. And the octoroks, they turn into little eight legged old 
beating men and... and I don’t want to get 
beaten, so I kill them. And kill them. 

There! There, Sipowicz, I said it. Damn 
you! Damn you and your mind games and your 
Ricky Schroeder and your naked fat ass! I 
killed them because they wanted it! The 
octoroks wanted to die, just like I do. 

Just... like... I... do. Especially after they made Zelda 2. 
God that was awful. 



Letters to the Editor 

From: “Who’s your Daddy” <madeindetroit21@hotmail.com> 

To: three weeks @ umich.edu 
Subject: your stinkin’ paper 

dearest authors of the every three weekly: 

i am just commenting on the editorial about the size of your cocks 
in the last issue: i don’t believe you. i have seen all of the indepen¬ 
dent writers cocks and they are all pretty big. how can all of your 
cocks be bigger? i want to see them. now. can we all meet some¬ 
where, sometime? i don’t care where, but i need to know if your 
cocks are in fact bigger, i dare you — prove me wrong!!! 

also, are you like friends w/ Christopher walken or what? he’s 
one of my favorite actors, and i was wondering if you could send 
me his phone number or something, how did you all contact him to 
do that column? 

sincerely, 
whos your daddy 

Um. First of all, the paper we were referring to in our little bile- 
filled letter may or may not, in fact, be the Independent. And, re¬ 
garding cocks: the Independent has a number of female writers who, 
presumably, are cock-free, which makes us fairly confident that our 
average cock length is higher than theirs, if, in fact, it is the Inde¬ 
pendent we accused of small cockitude. 

Also, we are a troupe of travelling disguise artists who have in¬ 
filtrated the entertainment business in recent years, posing as the 
entirely ficticious “ Christopher Walken”. In reality, “Chris” is the 
hard work and efforts of more than 30 doppelgangers. We just had 
one of them fill in. 

-Ed. 

From: Mark Elliot Gordon <markeg@umich.edu> 

To: threeweeks.letters@umich.edu 
Subject: 

After reading the latest edition of your paper, I have to say that it 
is one of the most unfunny and unoriginal publications I have ever 


seen. I could have singlehandedly written a better satirical news¬ 
paper when I was in the sixth grade. When you say that your 
piles of papers are getting smaller, its not because people are 
reading them, people are probably using them as firewood. 
Maybe my sense of humor is different from everyone else’s, 
but I doubt it. In all likelihood, it’s just that your paper sucks. 
And I’m offering this as constructive criticism, although it may 
seem a bit harsh. I would really like to see a good satirical pub¬ 
lication on this campus. But you guys have to either get new 
writers and new ideas, or close up shop. 

Dude. Our first piece ofhatemail. Rock on! It is a universal 
truth that you are unimportant until you are hated, and we are 
making our baby steps on the road to full blown Jessica 
Curtinism. 

As for your assertion, Mr. Gordon, that you could 
singlehandedly write a better satirical newspaper, we hereby 
accept your challenge. And we ’ll make it even easier. Simply 
proffer 1200 words accompanied by some nice pictures in some 
sort of Word format, and we’ll review them and consider them 
for inclusion. 

However, if they suck, like your webpage ( http.V/www- 
personal. umich. edu/~markeg), you will live in eternal shame. 
Or something. 

-Ed. 

From: “Kevin Geary” <kgeary@umich.edu> 

To: <threeweeks.letters@umich.edu> 

Subject: Fat Chicks in Party Hats 

Could you guys run more articles on Fat Chicks in party hats? 

Well, hypothetically, the answer is yes, as FCIPH is prob¬ 
ably not going to notice or sue or anything, but we really have 
nothing to add to Miguel’s magnum opus. Would one draw a 
silly moustache on the Mona Lisa? Put new arms on the Venus 
de Milo? Tape over old “A-Team” reruns? 

No, no, no! Some things are too, too precious to satirize, 
mock, defile, or spurn. And that’s pretty much the entire reper¬ 
toire of things we do. 

-Ed. 
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Dennis Miller 
On Tap 

Dennis Miller is a spokesperson for 10-10- 
220 and a syndicated advice columnist. 
Now, the E3W is proud to present “Dennis 
Miller on Tap” (Not affiliated with James 
Miller in any way, shape, or form. © ™ ® 
2000 Dennis Miller and Not James Miller.) 

Dear Dennis, 

I have always considered myself a good 
mother. However, yesterday 1 discovered a 
pregnancy test in my daughter's room. It 
was a positive result. 1 can tell in her eyes 
that she is pregnant, however 1 don 1 know 
how to deal with her. She 's always been a 
“good girl”—how should 1 treat her now? 
Despondent in Detroit 

Dear Despondent, 

I don’t wanna go off on a rant here, but 
is it just me or are more and more kids get¬ 
ting pregnant today? High school news¬ 
papers are now printing birth announce¬ 
ments! 

Our kids are having sex at younger and 
younger ages. Pretty soon, prophylactic 
companies will be selling condoms with a 
secret prize in every box. You know, when 
I was a kid, the closest I ever got to sex 
was getting a woody from holding my 
books on my lap during a bumpy school 
bus ride. Sure, there were always a couple 



of guys and a couple of girls in each class 
who were on the hormonal Concorde , but 
we treated their exploits like we treated 
NASA space shots—with respectful awe, 
yet a total ignorance of the physics in¬ 
volved. 

Nowadays, that has all changed. When 
it comes to reproduction, our country has 
become a giant all-night Kinko’s. Too of¬ 
ten these days, a teenage girl’s “inner child” 
is literally that. Our kids are having kids 
faster than Republicans can cut their school 
lunches. 

Next question! 

Dear Dennis, 

I'm thinking about going to Florida for 


spring break with some friends. 1 say we 
should fly, but the other guys in my house 
say we should drive down. 1 think flying 
would be quicker and easier, but they say 
it'll be a great experience if we drive and 
stuff. What do you think? 

Psyched in Skokie 

Not to rant or anything, but is it just me 
or has flying in this country turned into an 
amazingly arduous process, especially 
boarding the plane, which has now become 
this tedious Bataan death march with 
American Tourister overnight bags? I get 
stuck behind his one guy, who takes for¬ 
ever to get situated. He’s clogging the aisle 
like a piece of human cholesterol jammed 
in the passengerial artery. You want to get 
that soft drink cart and flush his ass out 
the back door. 

Or else I get stuck behind a wizard who 
wants to beat the system by duct-taping a 
twine handle onto a refrigerator-freezer 
box and calling it “carry on.” Wedging it 
into the overhead with hydraulic jacks. It’s 
like trying to get Pavarotti into a wet suit, 
for Christ’s sake. And what’s with that 
emergency mask that drops down if the 
cabin loses pressure? Is it just me or is 
that just a Parkay margarine cup at the end 
of an enema bag. And those directions “tug 
down lightly on the cord.” Yeah, you know 
when I’m shoulder-rolling at seven hun¬ 
dred miles per hours, “lightly” just isn’t in 
my fucking vocabulary. 

Next! 


E3W Guide to Wearing Socks 


So it’s winter now and we all know how 
our extremities like to get cold and frost¬ 
bitten and fall off. But one of the best ways 
to avoid this is socks! All right! 

The other day I saw a guy trying to walk 
through the snow in the dead of winter not 
with socks but with only flesh! Thinking 
that there may be other students around 
campus afflicted with a difficulty in un¬ 
derstanding the basics of sock-wearing 
trookit , I sat down to write this here guide 
to wearing socks! 

The most important time of the day for 
a sock-wearer is the morning. Usually you 
will wake up without any socks on your 
feet. So to remedy this, you need to fol¬ 
low our methifrowstin for the wear and care 
of that which we speak, SOCKS! 

Okay, so upon awakening I arise from 
my haystack where I’m forced to sleep; 
after that I check the flowchart to deter¬ 
mine the procedural techniques for putting 
on my socks that day. For example, today 
it happens to be Tuesday. According to 
the flowchart I am to phone Rob, who 
keeps the Tuesday randomization timetable 
which outlines the color and style of socks 
for any given Tuesday. That’s why it’s 
called the Tuesday randomization time¬ 



table! Yeah! (For those of you who are 
regular readers, you’ll note that Rob also 
keeps the Pez-loading timetables. He’s a 
busy guy! Yeah!) 

Rob tells me all I need to know before I 
approach the Cradle ofSockilization. From 
here I put on my nightvision goggles which 
allow me to see clearly the socks in the early 
morning darkness. Rob has given me the 
information as follows: 

<Red; Wool; Gold toe; Sock> 

Knowing these variables for today (re¬ 
member, these are only valid for THIS 
Tuesday), zein socken der fleegen 
hollander , as the French say. Remember 
to always reference the alphabetized tabs 
on the socks to avoid embarrassing incor¬ 
rect sock usage. Now the technical part. 

Carefully withdraw the socks from the 


Cradle, grasping the socks only by the 
ends lice. Then, sitting upon the haystack, 
unfurl the socks from their folded state. 
They should be folded along the Tubular 
Axis of Hastings. Now, hold the socks in 
either hand by the roundsbulb and slowly 
rotate them in circles around your midsec¬ 
tion for at least two minutes. Next, allow 
the socks to float toward the floor by 
dropture. Grasp the left sock by the labialis 
boontickler with the pinky and index fin¬ 
gers of both hands and slowly immerse 
your foot into wooly goodness. As you do 



Dear Dennis, 

My wife of 9 months told me yesterday 
that she was “bored” with our relation¬ 
ship and asked me for a divorce. 1 can't 
help but feel like 1 did something wrong, 
but 1 know 1 didn't. 1 want to salvage this 
marriage, what should 1 do? 

Maudlin in Michigan 

Must... fight... urge... to... rant! 
Noooo! I’ve failed! 

It is just me or are couples breaking up 
like a four-thousand-year-old Peruvian 
vase shipped UPS? That’s too bad, because 
I think marriage can be one of the most 
rewarding experiences you will have on 
this planet-if you meet the right person, of 
course. Then again you have to under¬ 
stand. Marriage is an institution, just like 
prison and mental hospitals are institutions. 
So be happy that she left you. And if you 
ever want to talk to her again, call her us¬ 
ing 10-10-220. You can yell and scream 
at her for up to 20 minutes for under a buck. 
And it is only 7 cents for every minute over 
20 minutes. 

Of course, that’s just my opinion, I 
could be wrong. 


Need advice? 
email us! 

threeweeks.advice@umich.edu 


this, you should consider the style and cut 
of shoes that you will be wearing with these 
fine socks. Dude! Now your feet’ll be 
happy. Beowl 


Lingo Guide: 

Trookit: The polite way to wear socks 
as dictated by Amy Forsythe’s 1953 
Style Guide to Socks 
Methifrowstin: Witty and correct thing 

Cradle of Sockilization: Sumerian 
stockinghaus 

zein socken der fleegen hollander: 

proceed immediately to do everything 
we tell you to do, now. 
endslice: toe bit of sock 
roundsbulb: heel bit of sock 
Tubular Axis of Hastings: In 1066, the 
Normans put on the socks of the Anglo- 
Saxon peoples. By doing this, they 
sealed their fate of doom and created 
the lingo which we use today to describe 
the wearing of socks. This rich amal¬ 
gam of different sock terminology re¬ 
flects two contrary traditions in sockery. 
Awesome! 
dropture: drop 

labialis boontickler: the inviting open¬ 
ing 

beow: All right! 
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International Student Special: 
These Are the People's Muscles! 


By Fyodor Bure 

I’ve seen all of you filthy bourgeois 
swine entering the Central Campus Recre¬ 
ational Building, and I know what goes on 
in there! Piggy slop-eating manure people 
you are! All day you claim to be making 
your body stronger so you can impress 
chickywoman. But what of the muscles of 
the People?! 

Yesterday I entered building and found 
many self-declared members of Proletariat 
exercising their muscles: biceps, triceps, 
pectorals, even abdominals. But when I 
look at bicep, and see it growing strong, I 
am saddened to think these muscles are not 
for State! Glorious Communist Revolution 
came years ago and brought us peace and 
wealth and the luxuries of exercise plates 
on bars. And now I see members of Party 
even exercising not the muscles of the 
People, but only exercising for their own 
benefit! 

Let me explain. Many years ago, I was 
largest man in all of Communist State. 
How did I get so big?! By lifting up the 
People to greater heights of prosperity on 
collective farm. My shoulders did grow 
broad and strong as I lifted pig up and down 
all day onto and off of same tractor. I never 
understood why I was asked to do such a 
thing, but then my superior explained to 
me, “Boris! You are growing strong! You 
are growing the muscles of the People!” 

Now you see why I look with great dis¬ 
dain on all of the student Party members 
who lift weightstack for own selfish pros¬ 
perity. Dog fornicating mollusk wenches! 
It saddens me to think that exercise equip¬ 
ment is coloured with wasteful blue and 
yellow decoration, when it could be 
People’s color of RED! Many of these “ex¬ 
ercise bicycle and weight equipments” are 
not even from State factories! And think 



of wasted energy expended upon 
“Stairmaster” when in fact you could be 
climbing the stairs to a glorious new soci¬ 
ety of freedom and shared wealth escaping 
the oppression of the bourgeoisie! 

Of many things I am thinking now. First 
is means of production! Here you see: 

1. Means of Production: You produce your 
muscle with exercise weight machine and 
plate instead of hard labor for the people! 

2. Base and Superstructure : Pulleys and 
steel are your base, when economic equal¬ 
ity of People should be your base. Your 
muscles will spring from proper dedication 
to the Party. Why do pull up when you can 
do pig-up?! 

3. Establishment of Industrial Armies, Es¬ 
pecially for Agriculture: You waste all time 
doing your effeminate lifting and pulling 
of weights to make your body rigid and taut. 
State resources are wasted making 
weightstacks when farm items such as com 
and sheep should be used to make body 
shaped with the muscles of a united soci¬ 
ety of workers. Only this way we will 
achieve equanimity as a class! 

Next time I see you in gymnasium build¬ 
ing, I will report your frog-ingested fly 
stomach to proper Authorities! 


CANTOR 

continued from page 1 

iting a phenomenon called “displacement”. 
“[He] is probably feeling guilty for not be¬ 
ing a better parent,” said local psycholo¬ 
gist David Moore. “We have evidence of 
only one conversation in the past twelve 
years wherein Cantor expresses any feel¬ 
ings at all towards his daughter, and the 
feeling was only a vague hope that she 
would fix him a sandwich.” 

The ultimate solution, many feel, is 
beautiful in its simplicity. “Cantor should 
sue himself for being generally annoying,” 
said Moore. “That way he can work out his 
aggressions without unduly troubling the 
people who have managed to go on with 
their lives.” 


KEYES 

continued from page 2 

nia, suggests that Keyes drop out immedi¬ 
ately. “Let me just say this. He’s lucky this 
debate wasn’t in Mississippi.” 

All in all, the Republican delegates to 
the debate have dealt with Keyes’s “candi¬ 
dacy” with good-hearted humor, taking a 
“let the black man run” attitude. While 
some are confused as to why Keyes is not 
clearing the dinner table or opening the 
doors for the other candidates, most people 
believe that the black man’s delusional de¬ 
cision to run is just a phase. 

“It’s not all that bad,” said D’Angelo. 
“At least he’s not a woman.” 


COLOMBIA 

continued from page 1 

tels,” he said, “Then I hope to be assassi¬ 
nated in broad daylight by my guards. Only 
the most dangerously honest presidents are 
important enough to shoot in the light of 
day.” 

Gomez ended his acceptance speech 
with these inspiring words: “I know that 
my term will probably be cut short by an 
assassin’s bullet or baseball bat to the head 
- but I will try to do as much as possible to 
rid Colombia of these monsters that ruin 
our undeservedly poor image.” 

His speech was followed by a rousing 
ovation and then a loud explosion that 
ripped through his headquarters, killing 
everyone inside and 14 89-year-old nuns 
assisting the poor outside. 

New elections are planned for next 
week. 


Do you enjoy 
Writing? 
Graphic Design? 

Come Work for the 
Every Three 
Weekly! 

Email us: 

threeweeks@umich.edu 

http: / / www.umich.edu/ ~uac/ threeweeks 


New semester got you down? 

Think positive. 
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Arts & Sports 


John Rocker Presented With 
Marge Schott Humanitarian of the 

Year Award 


Racist Reliever to Organize Equally Racist Youth Baseball Camp 


MONTGOMERY, ALABAMA - Atlanta 
Braves reliever John Rocker was honored 
for his recent racist outburst in Sports Il¬ 
lustrated when he was presented with the 
Marge Schott Medal for Humanitarian Ex¬ 
cellence earlier this week. 

The award, which is presented annu¬ 
ally for an “exceptional display of blatantly 
objectionable opinions regarding race”, has 
existed since 1993, when Schott herself was 
searching for a way to further publicize her 
controversial comments regarding minori¬ 
ties. Past recipients of the award have in¬ 
cluded Gerald Thompson, the man who pe¬ 
titioned vigilantly in 1996 for the reinstate¬ 
ment of the Negro Leagues, and Sparky 
Anderson, who, we are told, is a racist, rac¬ 
ist bastard. 

“This award has a deep personal mean¬ 
ing to me,” Ms. Schott said of the annual 
honor. “It was my project from the begin¬ 
ning, and it is something that I’m very 
proud of. Sure, I’ve always made as many 
Hitler-praising, anti-Semitic remarks as the 
next guy, but I never got a bit of praise for 
it. In fact, I was actually looked down upon. 
Now I can provide the kind of encourage¬ 
ment that I never had.” 

Ms. Schott points out that it takes more 
than an average bigot to receive her com¬ 
mendation. “The award is really only in¬ 
tended for those who perform some excep¬ 
tionally humanitarian deed. And by hu¬ 
manitarian, I of course mean racist.” 

Despite the award, the Atlanta Braves 
organization upholds an apparent disdain 
for Rocker’s recent actions. “Mr. Rocker’s 
comments regarding minorities were abso¬ 
lutely inexcusable,” said Braves president 
Stan Kasten in a recent press conference. 
“The Braves have always made it a prior¬ 



ity to treat all ethnicities with equality and 
respect, except for American Indians, who 
we happily exploit and degrade.” 

Rocker says he hopes to be considered 
for the honor again next year, and is appar¬ 
ently already planning the actions which 
he hopes will be worthy of making him the 
award’s first two-time recipient. 

“I’m hoping to do more stuff on the 
actual field next year,” he says. “Since the 
SI interview, I’ve realized that a lot of the 
people I’m concerned with, namely minori¬ 
ties, are probably illiterate. So maybe a 
magazine interview wasn’t the best choice 
of media for my comments, but I’m still 
learning. I’m still young. I figure I’ve got 
plenty of good racist years ahead of me.” 

As a part of his prize, Rocker will re¬ 
ceive funding with which he may organize 
a youth baseball camp bearing his name. 
Much in the spirit of Schott’s own “Base¬ 
ball for Goyim” camp in Cincinnati, the 
“John Rocker Baseball Camp for Normal 
Southern White-Supremacist Heterosexual 
American Boys” may be opened as early 
as Summer 2001. 



Who's your Fire Marshal? 


We got a little carried away at the latest World- famous Every Three Weekly 
toaster exploding party. No one was hurt, except Brian... but no one really 

cares about Brian anyway. 


MUSIC REVIEW 

Jay-Z Is Cray-Z 

Jay-Z: Annie Get Your Gat: A Hip-Hop Interpretation of 
Broadway s Best 

1 fork up 


Given hip-hop’s already tired state, the 
last thing the current landscape needs is 
more repetition. Unfortunately, Jay-Z 
seems to think otherwise. His latest effort, 
Annie Get Your Gat: A Hip-Hop Interpre¬ 
tation of Broadway's Best, amply demon¬ 
strates this. 

Capitalizing on the success of “Hard 
Knock Life,” which borrowed copiously 
from the song from the musical Annie of 
the same title, Jay-Z has put together a col¬ 
lection of musical-derived covers which, 
for the most part, resemble the original 
Broadway hits in no way at all. 

Though it is mildly amusing to hear a 
street-hardened thug rapping the lyrics to 
popular musical hits 
such as Evita’s 
“Don’t Cry Lor Me 
Argentina” (re¬ 
named “Quit yo’ 
cryin’, bitch!”) or 
Phantom of the 
Opera’s “Music of 
the Night”, Jay-Z’s 
if-one-is-good- 
many-must-be-bet- 
ter mentality has left 
little else of value. 

Rap, though a great 
and powerful lyrical 
form in its own 
right, has no place 
on Broadway. 

As if emphasiz¬ 
ing this, the CD be¬ 
gins with a retooled 
(some would say 
butchered) version of the South Pacific 
overture, which has been renamed “South 
Central”. A small, poignant transition then 
leads into a slow, bass-lined rendition of 
“Coat of Many Colors” from Joseph and 
the Amazing Technicolor Dreamcoat. This 
song includes some of the original lyrics 
in addition to a host overused rap cliches. 
In an especially painful moment, Jay-Z raps 
“this coat be gettin’ me bitches / this coat 
shows y’all that I be made of riches.” 

In another near-desecration, the gang ri¬ 
valry of West Side Story, originally a battle 
between Americans and Puerto Ricans, has 
been mutated into gang warfare of the 
ghetto kind. Eastside and Westside face off 
in “Da Rumble 2000”, which features spe¬ 
cial guest Master P playing Jay-Z’s rival. 
The song features the usual quick back and 
forth slams, insults and threats, and is note¬ 


worthy only because it is the least actively 
bad song on the album. 

Another song based around hard-core 
gang life theme is “Pipemaker”, a rip-off 
of “Matchmacher” from Fiddler on the 
Roof. The song’s insipid lyrics 
(“pipemaker, pipemaker get me some crack 
/ make me a bong, score me some smack”) 
are perhaps the worst of a poor, poor bunch. 
As banal as they are, they do help push the 
faltering story along to its bitter, predict¬ 
able climax. 

This climax comes on another track, 
where we are invited to envision a much 
kinder, gentler Jay-Z. This time, Jay-Z takes 
on a persona with whiskers and a habit of 
scratching up your 
furniture when he 
takes on “Cats”. But, 
as one might expect 
of an inner-city 
gangsta, this cat’s fur 
is matted and blood¬ 
stained, and sofas 
aren’t the only things 
its razor sharp claws 
have dug into. On 
“Jellicle Cats” (from, 
of course, Cats), Jay- 
Z serves up T.S. Eliot 
a la Compton: 
“Jellicle cats come 
out tonight / Jellicle 
cats, we ain’t afraid 
uh ya’ll / The Jellicle 
Moon is shining 
bright / Jellicles 
come to the Jellicle 

brawl.” 

If a friend happens to have this album, 
have a listen for a good laugh. However, 
avoid purchasing this album at all costs - 
it will only perpetuate the stagnation that 
has gripped hip-hop for the past several 
years. It seems the only way to get hip- 
hop artists to notice anything has happened 
is by taking away their “riches and bitches,” 
which can be effectively arranged by plum¬ 
meting record sales and dwindling fan base. 

Unfortunately, much like Old Man 
River, Jay-Z just keeps rolling along. 


Note to Editors: 
Egads! The box is back! 
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